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LOVE STREAMA.

Like a swollen brook In springtime,
Foaming, sparkling, laughing, gay,
Onward leaps impetoous paesion
Day by day. '
Mother Nature sets the fashlon— "~ 3 ..
All obey, d
-
Like & winding stream In sommer, f
Broad and deep and calm and clear,
Onward flows love's mighty current

Year Ly yoar. Ny
Mother Nature, all iInherent, A

Guides us Lere. m 7%

Like a vast unfathomed ocean,
Swaelling, throbbing, ever free,
Onward drifts love's tide immortal
O'er life's sea,
Bwooping on toward heaven's portal
You aod me,
—MInneapolis Tribune,

A PLAINS ROMANCE.

I heard the story from Jerry Madden,
Teddy's present partner in the eattle
business, a couple of years ago, as we
gat in the shade of the ranchhouse one
afternoon.

“*Why Teddy don't drink and like-
wise swears quite fow?"' he asked in re-
sponse to a query of mine, *‘That! 8ho'
"e hain't tuk nothin f'r most 12 'r 13
year, 'count ¢' hiskid. ‘Married? Oh,
no, none whatever. They bain’t no
heifer gits Teddy, not much. *Why?
Give it up. Mebbe you c¢'n tell me?

“Ted was ridin along one day—'tis
18 year ago—ridin clost by th' railrond
track one evenin, fecli gg'sind o' sore an
disgusted like, when, wil of o suddent,
'a soes gomethin funny trottin along th'
track. Ted stops an wipes 'is eyes an
gazes w bull lot more, 'caunso what ‘e
seen wa'n't wothin like what we finds
round this yere patch o' bresh. None
whatetver, Moreovermore, Ted 'd be'n
tankin wp quite plenty that day, 'e
had, an was dead leary o' what might
be th’” matter of 'is peops But 'e rubs
'em quite a lot more, an I hope I may
straddle th' ‘ghost brone' ef there wa'n't
th' purtiest little maverick ye ever see
—little girl "bont 5 year old—Dbrowsin
along th' track, lookin lost.

¢‘Conrse Ted rides up an asts who she
18 an what ehe's doin there, all alone,
with ’er purty face an han's an elegant
clo'es, but shy couldn't tell 'im, Jes'
bu'st out cryin an kep' a cryin, an
Tewa'n't £'r o doy 'r soweo'd even guess
at "er bein there, 'oause she was tongue
tied ’r somethin an couldn't soy but a
few words, pore little thing. But we
gits nt it th't 'orname’s Norah, we does,
an th't she draps off a train jes' b'fore
sho gights Ted ('r "im, her).

“That little heifer was a beant’, she
sho' was, an twa'n't more'n two days
‘fore wo all was ready t' d' most any-
thing f'r her—me an Ted an ole lady
Parry (th’' boss’ wife) an all th' rest,
an dam’ ef I don't b'lieve we wa'n't
real glad 'stead o’ sorry when we fin's
out they don't seem t* be no one lookin
{'r such a maverick—'cause we adver-
tised, o' course, t' git 'er folka. But we
gits no word, not & bloomin shout, so
Ted jes' bran's th' kid f'r his'n an pr'-
ceeds t' raise 'er (think o' Ted, which
th’ same never raised nothin but hell
b'fore, raisin that little, tender gyurll),
Mrs. Parry takin care of 'er f'r awhile.

“Well, Ted was jes' th’ funniest cow
hand I ever bucks up ag’in. Yewouldn't
7s' knowed 'im. Ted was a howlin

wolf—n reg'lar ole hyena b'fore that— go.

but after th' kid comes 'e braces right
1up an gitsgood, none o’ th' gang object-
4in, 'eanse they savvies why 'e does it

“ After th' kid was "bout 9 'r 10 years
old wo all don’t get t' see much of 'er,
"oanse Ted, havin Iaid up some dongh,
sends 'er off t' echool, ‘She's a sho'
‘nongh thor'ughbred, she is,’ says Ted-
dy, an she gits no scrub trainin, Sabe?’

“That goes, o' course, an th' kid
likewise goes t' echool, comin back once
& year lookin sweeter an purtier "an ever
an weo all, mostly Ted, willin t' lay
right down an let 'er tromp on our
measly ole flen bit frames.  Oh, she was
jes' like Ted prognosticates on th' jump
—a sho' 'nongh thor'aghberd.

“Pell ye what she does one time
‘bout two years ago. They was livin
't th' station, her'n Ted an Mrs Bell,
th’ woman th's give th' gyurl lessons,
an one day some eastern folks gits off th'
train lookin f'r Mr. McLennan, which
is Ted sence 'e gits intuh business
for 'issclf. They was a real nice lookin,
fat ole girl, with spectacles with handles
toem, an a dood with one o' these yers
foolirh little caps yo eees through th'
winduhs o' th' sleepin cars.

““Tod an Norah was at th' deepo look-
in £'r somo school frien’so’ the gyurl’s,
when these folks gifs off, an some one
pointa Ted ont, an th' dood braces 'im.

“* {Aw, me good man,' says 'e, takin
gight at Ted over th’ end of 'is nose,
‘aw, are you Mister McLennan?

“Tegd's a good man—no disconnt on
that—but ‘e does sho' hate t' be called
one, moreover by a dood, which critter

Marvelons Resunlts.

From a letter written by Rev. J, Gunder-
man, of Dimondale, Mich., we are permitted
to make this extracl: *‘Thave no besitation
in recommending Dr. King's New Discovery
s the results were slmost marvelons in the
oase of my wife. While I was pastor of the
Baplist Choroh at Rives Junolion she was
brought down with Poenmonia @ncoedding
LaGrippe. Terrible paroxysms of coughing
would last houra with little luterruption and
it seemed as 1f shg could not survive them,
A frisnd recommended Dr. Eing'a New Dis-

vovery; it was quiok in its work and highly | OP

nmi in resulta.”” Trial botbles free
at D. J. Hum Drug Btore. Regular
sixe 800, and .[hlh?’ t
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—but ‘e gives it onf th't s brand is
sech, an th' dood springs 'is game on
*im, which is th't "e an ole lady is look-
in f'r Norah Somethin ‘rother, which is
th' name o' th' kid th's fulls off o train
one day 10 years 'r so b'fore—our
Norah, sho' "nough.

. “They woes a su'prise all ronnd, they
wat Thon Norah takes a hand an flies
't th' ole girl an nsts why she didn't
find 'er then, an they gives it out th't
they never saw Ted’s advertisement, an
all that, an never learns where she is
ontell they lately runs ontu Mrs, Parry
somewheres out west. They likewise
makes & play th't Ted had stole th' kid
Th' ole Indy was goin t' fall on Norah's
peck an weep a lot, but Norah don't like
that style o' play, so she gives 'er a
chill, an, moreover, gives it ont cold th't
ghe don't move a step—th't she stays
with Ted, th't’s be'n a reg'lar dad to "er.

““An she staid, you bet, an Ted was
th' tickledest ole stiff in th' country,
¢’ think she'd rather flock with him th'n
t' train wi' them bowlin swells. They
makes no further play, thinkin, mebbe,
th't Norah's temper’s pretty high up.

“Ev'rything’s real lovely ontell a lit-
tle while ago—Ilast year it wna. Things
got alittle excitin round yere—real ex-
citin f'r some folks, I may say. They
was a foew gents in these parts was get-
tin guite frisky with brandin irons, an

was real careless "bont drivi. o owd
critters. They was real retine meodest
kind o' paople, they was, even o they
was talented in th' brandin line. an w3
was quite anxions t' meet up with ‘em,
but they loya pretty low. We gits two
'r three of 'em strayin round, but they
keep sawin wood an makin us real
tired, 0 we goes t' work an organizes »
vigilance o'mmittee, with Ted as cha:r-
man.

“They was a young feller 't th’ sta-
tion then, named Harwood, 'E'd come
fr'm somewheres, an give it out 'e was
o doctor, o little out o' health 'isself—
‘s didn't look it, thongh, bein a big,
husky sort o' chap. 'E hangs out 'is
shingle an gits a leetle acquuinted, an
then makes a dead play {'r Norah, w'ich
geems t' go all right, Norah lettin on ¢’
like th' duck quite plenty. Oh, but ‘e
was sho' spoony on her, Th' wust was,
we was thinkin th' gyurl was stuck on
him, too, an it did sho' give us o pain,
'‘eause wo didn't want no bloomin
chomp friskin round Ted's corral cut-
tin out Norah. An still this yere feller
séems white an decent, an 'twas square
onpossible t* hate 'im, none whatever.
Ho, when 'e offrs t' juin th' o'mmittee,
we says yes, o' conrse. 'Ewa’n’ta real
tonderfoot, yo know, an acted like 'e
had sand.

““Well, we keeps up th' good work an
ropes o fow gents, an they gits quite
lot careful, but keeps on workin. Then,
one night, when Ted was out yere, an
we was settin up late, we hears n noise
among th' home hosses in th' corral, an
I gays, ‘O-ho! they're goin intuh th'
hosa business, too, are they? an me'n
Ted breaks {'r th' corral.

“They was five of 'em, but we was
out f'r business an cuts loose, an they
don’t wait t' pick op th’ cuss we drap-
ped, an I'll eat o rawhide ef it wa'n't
Harwood!

“] was f'r killin of 'im clean, right
there, but Ted wounldn't have it, ’e
wounldn't, so we takes 'im intuh th'
house an bLrings 'im round, not so bad
hurt, after all, He wants us t* finish th'
job, 'fraid, mobbe, we're savin of 'im ¢'
string up some, but Ted only grins a
little, gort o' gour, an tells him t' keep
quiet.

“Next doy me’n Ted hol's s meetin,
we does, an settles th' case, an that
night we goest' th' o'mmittee meetin at
Jeb Barlow's, where Ted gits up an
makes a game o' talk. Says e:

* ‘Gents, I an my pardner, Mr. Mad-
den, has made o real techin discovery.
I hain't no greater talker, but I jes'
wants t' say th't we find th't Doo Har-
wood, a member o' this yere hon'r'ble
body, i# cne o' th' gents we want most-
est, un'—

‘‘Right yero they gits excited, but
Ted calls 'em down an goes on tellin
'em how we gits Doc, an so on. Then
eays "o

* ‘T ywants t' add right yere th't Doo
Harwood is at my house hurt bad, an as
long as 'e’s there I stand over 'im on
keeps "im fr'm harm. An I adds for-
ther th't I don't dothis b'esuse 'I'm
stuck on Doe, but b'eause him an my
little girl is stuck on each other. Now,
gents, I want t' make a offer. Ye can’t
have Doc 'thout gittin me an breakin
little Norah's heart, but I oagrees t'
pack th’ galoot off t' th® States an guar-
anteo ‘o stays ther' ef you all lets 'im
Does that go?*

“It went O. K. after some rag chew-
in. Soina few days Doo glides back
t' th’ Statea

““Nope. Norah didn't go—not any.
Ted goes t' her an gives it out th't Doc's
b'n hurt by hoss thieves an has got t'
glide home, Does she want to go?

“Right yere Norah gives "im th' mer-
ry ‘ha hal” Not much. She don't want
t' go. ‘Not with no hoss thief anyway,
Uncle Teddy,’ she rays

‘¢ ‘Hoss thief?* says Ted.
mean b’ that?

“ ‘Menn what I say,’ says Norah
‘Never mind, Uncle Teddy, I knows
what I'm 'ludin at.’

“Ted sees she's on, an it sort o’ raz-
gles 'im.  ‘But look here,’ says 'e. ‘1
be'n thinkin you—yon gort o'—well,
liked th’ cuss o hull lot,’

“ ‘None at all, Uncle Teddy,’ says
Norah real promptly. ‘I was jes’ only
havin n leetle fon with 'im. It's dull
out yore somotimes, ye know.'

*“This yere makes Ted feel a hull lot
better, 'caunse—'cause, ye see, th' ole
fool was ('e tells me all about it) sort o'
havin aspirations 'isgelf.

“About o week after Doe left Norah
comes ' Teddy one mornin smilin an
blushin an kerryin a letter, Ted was
gottin lookin ount th’ window, real sol.
emn un sad, wonderin, jes' that minute,
ef 'twns o squar’ denl an right an
straight, f'r 1’ ask th't leetle gyurl ¢’
marry him. Th'’t there proposition was
what'd be'n keepin pore ole Ted awake
f'r nights an nights, an he waa eho'
puzzled. ‘'Bout yere Norah bonnces in
on 'im an makes 'im jump,

“ ‘Oh, Uncle Teddy,' says she, ‘1
wants yo t' do somethin f'r Norah.’

“‘Ted looks at 'cr real solemn a min-
ute an then says more solemn:

* ‘Yo know they hain’t nothin §'
ask fer th't I won’t do f'r ye,’ e says,
‘W'y, see yere, Norah, darlin, can’t ye
onderstand th't I'—

“*0Oh, I know, ye dear ole goose,’
says Norah, breakin of 'i talk off short.
‘But hain’t this great? I've just gota
letter fr'm Aleo’——

“ “Who's Alec? says Ted, most broke
an gettin out o' th' chair tremblin.
“ "W'y, Alec's—you know—Kate
Clark’s brother, an -1 met "im at New
York when I was stavin with Eate. an

‘“Whatd'ye

in "is thront all the time Then, says
‘e, very quiet:

** ‘Didn't I tell ye, darlin, they hain't
nothin ye can't bave? I don't know this
yere Aleo chap, but ef yo wants 'im ye
:ﬁ"gﬂl imef I has ¢' rope "im my-

“An so ghe does. Ob, they's nothin
Ted wouldn't do f'r that there gyurl. "
—Lester Ketchum in San Francisce
Argonsut,

-

A CHILD,

bid sigms are written in thy tender face,
Deslres, regrets that thou hast never known.
thou art the heir of thy aspiring race,
Holr of a troubled throne.

D¢ hepe that hardly dost portend ths morn,
And ssdness that hast scarcely guessed at

pain,
Sod takes the characters of fate outworn
And wiites them fair again.

Those ilttle feet, that scarce the light turf

press,
Those little hands so brown with wind and
BuD—
3od grant they tremble not for weariness
Before thy coursa bo done,

And thou shalt love and learn what love ia
worth.
And thou shalt trust and learn to valos men,
And all the sudden mysteries of earth
Shall open to thy ken.
L

- - - - - -

Whatl WUt be flylng? Am I, then, too stald?
Can I not smooth the mediiative brow,
Vlash through the sun and fAutter through the

ahade,
As birds from bough to bought

Viatl Dost thou linger? Ab, my dear, how
much
Thon givest, couldst thou only understandl
[he kiss of childish pity and the toucl
Of thine absolving hand.
—New York Ledger.

A PLUCKY ENGINEER.

1 nm a civil engineer, or rather 1
was one until I retired a few years ago
with a comfortable fortune, Many men
in onr profession have had exciting ex-
periences, but I doubt whether anybody
but myself has ever traveled at the rate
of 60 miles an hour, suspended beneath
a railWay enxringe.

1 was never a man to seek adventure
for its own sake; neither was I inclined
to be timid when a task attended with
danger had to be performed. My work
often brought me into great peril; but,
except on the ocension of which I am
about to write, I had, fortunately, kept
clear of accidents.

1t was in ths seventies that I reccived
the appointment of chief engineer to one
of the big railway lines connected with
Boston. Iwas of an inventive turn and
had recently taken ont a patent for a
radial axle frame for six whesled
coaches. This was n device that ennbles
the wheals of n carriage to ndjnst them-

‘selves to sharp curves and so obviate the

friction of the rail and consequent dan-
ger that attached to the ordinary fixed
axles.

This patent of mine was applied ex-
perimentally to several conches on my
line, and the resnlts were to all appear-
ances very satisfactory. However, I had
a technical dispute with a brother engi-
neer, an old friend in whose opinion I
generally had the fullest confidence, re-
specting o rather important detail. As a
matter of fact, we held different opin-
ions as to the behavior of the mechanism
when in actual operation, and my work-
ing model did not help us much.

*1'11 tell you what I will do,”’ T said.
“T'l1l satisfy myself by seeing how it
works. "’

*‘How do you mean?" he asked.

“Why, I'll travel underneath the
coach, hang myself up in a hammock
and watch the whole thing. "

My friend smiled incrednlounsly.

““Will yon accompany me? I am in
earnest,'' I continued.

“*No, thank you,’" was his reply. “I
must decline to embark on such a hare-
brained adventure. I have a wife and
family dependent on me."

But I was dotermined to settle the
point. If what he said was correct, the
sooner the modification was made the
better. So I made arrangements for my
journey on the Boston express next day.

Whon I reached the railway station, I
found that my instructions had been
carried ont. A large plece of sacking
was saspended benenth the carriage by
four stont hempen ropes, passed throngh
wronght iron staples and properly tied
and lashed. Iexamined it carefully and
found everything secure.

A few minutes before the train start-
ed I crept into my hammock, assisted
by my friend, who hud come to see me
off on my strange journey. He wished
me bon voyage, the whistle blew, and
we began to move ont of the station.

Lying ag I was on my back, smoking at
a cigar, the motion was at first decidedly
pleasant, but as we got up steam and
inereasod our speed my position became
one of congiderable discomfort. I was
rocked from side to side with ever in-
creasing violence and soon became cov-
ered with dust and ashes, whioch, with
the tremendous draft, were driven
agninst my face in 6 manner that was
at times quite paninful. My eyes were,
however, protected by a snitable pair of
spectacles that I had taken the precau-
tion to provide myself with,

I was able from my position to watch
alosely the behavior of the nxle frawme,
I was acquainted with the position and
character of every curve on the line,
and consequently knew just when to be
specinlly watchful. My gratification
was complete when I found that in
every respect the views I had advocated
were ocorrect.  Every swivel and lever
worked splendidly, and tho nndue strain-
ing that my friend had insisted must
ocour at certain points did not exist
There wns absolutely no sy of improv-
ing the mechanism that I could see.

We had passed the worst curve on
the line and were now greatly increas-
ing our speed. We were enfering on
tho fastest bit of the journey, and
things wera getting lively for me. The
pitching and rolling of a small boat in
midchannel in *‘choppy’’ weather were
not to be compared to the motion I ex-
perienced. It was more like being vio-

Chamberlain’s Eys and Skin Olntment
Isa certain cure for Chronic Sore Eyes,
Granulated Eye Lids, Bore Nigp;e? Piles,
Eczema, Tetter, Salt Rheum and Scald Head,
25 cents per box. For sule by druggists.
TO HORSBE OWNERS.

For putting a horse in n fine healthy con-
dition try Dr, Cady's Condition Powders.
They tone up the system, aid digestion, cure
ml' uppetite, n:;?;]".; constipation, correct

rders estroy worms, givi
new life to an old or over worked horse. lﬁ
vents per package. For sale

druggists,
D. J,Humphrey, Napoleon, O,

ey )" CTOSSDa IN (A0 DIANESL *

One jolt sent mo fiying upward, and I
struck my head against the framework
with such force that the blow nearly
stunned me. At another time I was
nearly rolled out beneath the wheels I
was compelled to hold on to the sides of
the sacking for dear life, and my bhands
were battered a good deal. To make
matters worss, a giddiness and pansea
were coming over me—a virtual seasick-
uess—and [ kept asking myself why I
had been mand enough to embark on such
u foolhardy undertaking.

Suddeuly turning my eyes to one of

the two supparting cords at the head of
my hammock, I saw, with a feeling of
extreme horror, that throngh friction
with part of the radial axle frame it
had been cut more than half through! I
was hanging by a mere filament! If that
broke, death was certain, I must cither
be thrown between tho wheels of the
carringe and frightfully mangled or
dashed to pieces on the permanent way.

1 immediately sought some means of
escape from the doom that stared me in
the face. I counld find none. To hang on
by the remaining cord at the head of
the hammock was impossible, as direot-
1y the other was cut through there would
be no support to my feet, which I counld
not place over the side of the sacking
without their coming in contact with the
mechanism of the conch. For the same
reason I could not grasp any of the
framework above, a8 the only parts on
which I counld lay hold were the levers,
which were constantly moving from
gide to side and would infallibly erush
my hands to pieces.

The cord was wearing thinner and
thinner, and I knew that a few minotes
must put an end to my existence. There
was absolutely nothing to be done but
await my fote, which I did, not with
that calm composure that is supposed to
mark the hero, but in uuspeakable ter-
ror. My lifo was literally hanging on o
thread, and I conld only lie there trem-
bling, in a cold sweat, watching until
my fragile support should give way.

Buddenly the engine whistle gave a
long scream, and I knew that the brake
was being applied and that oor speed
was rapidly slackening. What counld it
mean? A distance signal must be ngainst
us. If only the train would come to a
standstill, I counld escape!

We were fast reducing our speed,

and T was greatly excited with the hope | 8ood

that lay in this providential occnrrence
when another ghort whistle told me
that the line was now clear. I felt the
brake removed.

Now was the time or neverl I knew
that the train would not move any slow-
er during the time that I conld hope to
continue in my position. We were go-
ing 15 to 20 miles an hour.

Whipping ont my pocketknife, I
reached up one hand and cut through
the thin strand that snpported one side
of my hammock. At the same moment
I closed my eyes and let myself go, di-
recting all my efforts to the end that
my fall shonld be in the center of the
track. Iwas consciousof o fearful blow
on the back of the head aad remember
on more until my senses returned.

When I opened my eyes, I was lying
between the lines with no train in sight.
I found that I had received anumber of
severe contusions, that my left shoulder
was dislocated, and that I had sprained
my right ankle. This seemed to be tho
extent of my injurics, In great pain I
managed to limp toacottage o fow hon-
dred yards from the ling, where an agri-
cultural laborer's wife was cxtremely
kind and attentive. She sent her boy
to fetch the loeal surgeon, who soon put
my shoulder right and plastered and
bandaged me all over. Ho then drove
me to the nearest station, where I tele-
graphed the news of my safety, and
awnited the next train back to New
York.

When I reached town, a great many
of the officials of the line were on the
platform to condole with me on my acei-
dent and congratulate me on having es-
caped with my life. There had been
great excitement and apprehension.
When the train had arrived at Boston
and it was seen that an accident had
happéned and that I was missing, a
search for my body had been made along
the whole line, My disappearance had
bean considered very mysterions,

My engineer friend, who had been ex-
tremely anxious about me, helped me
into a carriage that he had in waiting
to drive me to my home.

“How, in the name of heaven, did
you escape with your life?’he asked as
we drove out of the station.

“I'1l tell youn all about it when we
get home, "' I replied; ‘‘but, first of all,
I was right and you were wrong!"”

““My dear fellow, '’ he said laughing-
1y, but in all sinceirty, ‘‘I am extremely
glad that you have at least that satisfac-
tion ount of the melancholy business. 1
congratulate you heartily. "'—Exchange

A Renson For Indolence.

Our publie school and university sys-
tem of training consists, from its con-
ception to its end, in one continned
series of competitions among those
whom it is training for practical life,
and the most eucoessful competitor is
supposed to bo the most promising man
of the future. But the trinmphs thus
obtained on the threshold of practical
life are not infrequently purchased by &
strnin on the power of adolescent man-
hood, to be followed by a period of las-
gitude and indifference when the real
work of the world beging

A gtory is current that in early life
one of the nblest and most vigorouns of
modern statesmen was reproached by a
relation for his npparently incurable in-
dolence, and he retorted, ‘I am storing
energy. ''—Quarterly Review.

. Where the Danger Is.

A stranger in New York city was be-
ing shown the sights by o resident
friend. They had been putting in about
94 hours o day at it for a week, and the
last day but one had arrived. i

“‘By the way,"’ remarked the visitor,
‘I'vo done this town pretty thoroughly,
but before I leave I want to see the most
dangerous locality in it and go through
it "

‘““You've been, '’ replied the resident.

“1 guess not."

*“Yes. Two or three times."

““Why, I didu’t know it. Why didn't
you tell me?"”

“I never thought of it."

“*Where is it?"’

““Wall street.''—Detroit Free Press.

Were Iminersoa.

WINCHESTER, O,, May 20,—Over 2,000
people witnessed the immersion of eight
converts to the Methodist Eplscopal
church of this place Bunday at Brush
Creek, three miles north of here. Rev.
UisG' angdh.reotya mml‘hem was
8 ero’ w
Onerglgrack wae the resulf, but m
was seriously injured.

THE WOUND.

Fling the gay stufls above it,
¢ The scar that the wound has lefty
Hide it with glowing flowers,
With fiugers quick and delty 4
Bpeak as if never a weapon, o
Held ia & rock less band, .
Had struek s blow s0 cruel; |
Ths world will understand, .

The world will look and lghtly
. _ Bay It isall torgot;

The sueer, tho lle, tho treason,
Are all as they were not.
Change In the law of naturs,

And love and falth and trusg
Are things too falr and dainty
To tread life's common dust.

Oualy when all is over,
The curtain drawn o'er ihe playy
When the voles has huahed its ploading,
The smile has died away;
When the corpse Ls decked for burlal,
And things show as they are,
Deep, rod and angry, as st first,
I think thoy'll Bod the soar.
= All the Year Round.

KADOUR AND KATEL.

Erndour-ben-Cherifs, sergeant major in
& vative regiment of tirnillenrs, was al-
most dying the evening they carried him
to Rippert's sawmill on the Sauerbach,
and for five long weeks, racked by the
pain of bhis wounds and burning with
fever, ho lived a8 though in a dream.
At times he thought himself still in the
thick of battle, shouting and-leaping
through the flaxfields of Wissembourg,
or, again, he was away off in Algeria, in
the house of his father, the caid of the
Matmatas,

At last one doy he opened his eyes and
became vaguely conscions of a bright,
calm, white curtained room, with green
branches swaying outside its windows in
the soft, tempered sunshine, and near his
bed a silent little sister of charity, but a
little sister without beads or silver cross
or blue veil; only two heavy braids she
had, falling down over a velvet bodice.
From time to time some one wonld eall
ont, “Katell Katel!" and the girl wounld
go away on tiptoe, and the wounded boy
could hear in the distance a sonorous
young voice, as refreshing to listen to as
the brook running under the eawmill's
windows,

Kadour-ben-Cherifa has been ill a long
time, but the Ripperts have taken such
care of him that his wonnds are
healed, and they have hidden him so well
that the Prussisns have not found him
to send him to die of cold in the Mayence
prisons. Now he commences to talk, to
show hig white teeth and to take a few
steps around the room, letting one of his
sleeves—the one with a wide, gaping
hole in the midst of its embroideries—
fall empty over a well dressed and ban-
daged but still impotent arm. Every day
Katel carries a wicker chair down into
the little sawmill garden for the conva-
lescent and finds for him the sunniest
corner, along the wall, where the grapes
ripen quickest, and Eadour, who, being
s caid's son, was educated at the Arabian
college in Algiers, thanks her in some-
what barbarous French, well sprinkled
with bono bezeffs and macach bonos,

Without realizing it, the young Arab
is under a spell, This easy gayoty of a
Frankish girl, whose life is as free s a
bird’s, withont eunveloping veils out of
doors or barred windows at home, aston-
ishes and enchants him. So different
from this is the cloistered life of the
women of his land —the little white
masked, musk perfumed Moorish wom-
en, Katel, on her side, finds Kadour a
trifle too black, but he seems so good, 80
brave, and he does so detest the Prus-
gians! One thing only troubles her, Off
there in that Algeriaof Africa men have
the right to marry several wives, Katel
cannot understand that at all, so when
the Algerian, to tease her, says in his
jargon: “Kadour marry soon. He take
four wives—four!” Katel becomes very
angry.

“Oh, what a wicked Eadour! What &
heathen!"

Then the Arab laughs a hearty boy's
langh, but suddenly he becomes serious
again and is mute before the young girl,
opening upon her eyes so wide—so wide
you would thing he wished to carry her
away in their gaze.

It was thus that the loves of Kadour
and Eatel commenced.

Now that he is well, Eadour bas re-
turned to his father, and you can imag:
ine if there has been merrymaking in
his honor in the land of the Matmatas
The reed flutes and little Arab droms
have played their prettiest airs to receive
him. As the old caid, who was sitting
before his door, saw in the distance
coming down the cactus alley this be
loved eon whom he thought dead, he
shook under his woolen burnoose as
thongh with a chill. For a wholemanth
there was an uninterrupted series of dif-
fas, of fantasing, in the tribe, The caids
and agas of the neighborhood disputed
with each other the honor of having Ka-
donr-ben-Cherifa for their guest, and ev-
ery evening in the Moorish cafes they
would make him tell them over and oyver
again of the great battles in which he
had taken part.

But all these honors, all this feasting,
do not make Kadour the happier. In
the paternal abode, surrounded though
he be by all the associations of his boy-
hood—his horses, his dogs, his guns—
there is something always lacking—Ka-
tel's cheery words and pleasant laughter,
The perpetunal chatter of the Arabian
women, which uged to cause his heart to
beat so quickly, now wearies and annoys
him, e no longer admires headdresses
of coins nor wide trousers of rose col-
ored satin, Talk to him rather of long
braids falling down, without pearls or
gauze or flowers, only intermingled with
threads of gold from the setting sun ina
little Alsatian garden.

But if Kadour would? In the next
tribe to his there are beautiful black
eyes watching him from behind the
barred windows of the aga's dwelling
—beautiful eyes so elongated with kohl
that tlieir every glance is an indolent ca-
ress, But Kadour no longer cares for
eyes like that, What he dreams of, what
he longs for, i3 Kutel's kind look, which
used to make the tour of his room so
quickly to sce that nothing was lacking
for his comfort and in which the life was
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always dancing like light in the blue
depths of water drops, |

ttle by little, however, the charm of
blus eyes wears off; that tender charm
intermingled in his mind with the first
expericnces of convglescgnoe, its frst
walks ont of dcors and with the climate
of France, so soft and temperats. Ka-
dour has finglly forgotten Katel. In the
whole Chalif valley nothing is talked of
but his o ing marriage with Ya-
::il‘ll. the daughter of the aga of Dasn-

One morning & long line of mules
conld be seen on the road leading to the
town. It is Kadour-ben-Cherifs, who is

with his father to select the wed-
ing gifts, The whole day is spent in
the bazaars examining burnocoses all ehot
with eilver, rich carpeta from Bmyrns,
amber necklaces and eardrops, and as he
handles all these pretty jewels, theso
drifts of silk and shimmering stuffs, Ka-
dour thinksonly of Yamina. The orient
has completely reconquered Lim, but
more from the force of habit and the in-
flaence of the place and surrounding ob~
jecta than by any bond of the heart.

At the close of tho day the mules,
drawn up in line, lsden with closely
packed hampers of Gnery, were descend-
ing ane of the outer streets of the town
whon on approaching the Arabian office
they were stopped by a crowd assembled
in the street. It was a band of emigrants
that had just arrived. As nothing had
been made ready to receive them, the
poor things had come to the effice to
protest and question. The more dis.
heartened remained seated on their
boxes, woaried from the journey, an-
noyed by the curicsity of the crowd, and
over all these exiled ones, liks an addi-
tional touch of sadness, shone the rayas
of the setting sun.

Night was coming on to make still
more wretched for them the mystery of
this nnkmown land and the discomfiture
of their arrival. Kadour looked at them
mechanically, But all at once a deep
emotion arose in his heart. The cos-
tumes of the old peasants, the velvet
bodices of the women, all those heads
tho color of ripe wheat—and here his
dream takes sctual shape; be has just
recognized the protty features, the thick
braids and the smile of Katel, Bhoe is
thers, a few paces from him, with the
old man Rippert, the mother and the lit-
tle ones—all 6o far away from their sew-
mill and the Sausrbach that still rans by
the little abandoned home,

“Kadour!"

“Katell”

He has become very pale; she has
blushed a little,

Bo, then, it is all arranged. The Caid's
house is large, and while waiting for a
pieco of land to be allotted to thom the
family will install themselves there,
Quickly the mother gathers together the
bundles scattered aronnd her and calls
the little onea, who are already at play
with the stranger children. They areall
crammed into the hampers with the
stufls, and Katel laughs with all her
heart to find herself so tall, seated high
up in the Arabian saddle.

Kadour laughs, too, less loudly though,
with a feeling of deep, contained happi-
nesa, As night is coming on and it is
cold, he envelops his companion in a

fine striped burnocose, which drapes its i

now. And feverish, deep in his dreams,
he starts to give the signal for departure,
but Katel stops him in her swest voice:

“Not yet—my husband is coming. We
must wait for him.”

Katel was married. Poor Kadonri—
From the French of Alphonse Daudet in
Bhort Stories,

b For Big Buccesses,

Having the needed merit to more than
make good all the advertising clnimed for
them, the following four remedies have
renched a phenomenalsale, Dr. King's New
Discovery for comsomption, Conghs and
Colde, each boltle guaranteed—Eleetric Bit-
ters, thegreat remedy for Liver, Stomach
and Kidoeys. Buoklen's Amnics Salve, the
best in the world, and Dr, King's New Life
Pi'le, which are & perfect pill. All these
romedies are guaranteed lo do just what is
claimed for them and the dealor whose name
is altached herewith will be glad to tell yon
more of them. Bold at D. J. Humphrey'a
Drug Btore,

Journalistic Enterprise.

The Springfield Republican the other
day printed the Ten Commundments as
an advertisement. At least it printed
them, and we don’t suppose the editor
regarded them as being news. —Somer-
ville Journal

SBometimengo I was iroubled with an atinck
of rtheomatiem. I used Chambe:lain's Pain
Balm and was ecmpl-tely cored. 1 have
¢inos advieed many of my friends and cos-
tomers to try the remedy and all epeak high-
ly of it. Smeon Gorpmavm, SBan Luois Rey,
Cal. For sale by D, J. Humphrey, Napoleon
Ohio,

Tar

ALONG THE BEACH. ~
o .
Last night a storm wason thasesy 4 ~
The wreckage drifts ashore:
Come walk along the beach with me
And hear the breakers roar,
]
What goul their gorrow understands?
What eye ¢an trace thelr path?
They fling themselves upon the sands
And loam with fear or wrath.

2. The shore recelves them, patient, dumb,
Nor trembles at thelr shocks,
But lifts to meet them as they come
I groat, insensate rooks,

They calm me with their awful strength,
So small my life appears,

Bo leas than nothing In their length
Are nll my days and years, .

I look neross tho restless se
And scem an atom tost

To wandering winds, and what to me
Is Joy if kept or lost?

1]
*  And what if wearlod on the way
I fall and falnt aod die,
Would nny miss till judgment doy
Bo small n thing ns 1?7
—Youth's Campanion.
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THE NORTHWEST

Job Printing

Department!

Is prepared to turn out on short notice all classes of

commercial printing. "Work guarnntecd firstelass in

every respect. If you ere in need of some

Note Heads, Letter Heads, Shipping Tags,
Statements, Business Cards, Calling Cards,
Bill Heads, Dodgers, Hangers,
Envelopes, Tickets, Sale Bills.

Call at the NorTuwesToflice, leave your order and we

will do the rest. New Type, Fast Presses and compe-

tent Workmen., CALLANDFEETUS. . . i ox e

Washington Street.

Napleon, Ohio.

DO YOU KEEP IT

iN THE HOUSE ?

PERRY

PAIN-

DAVIS’

ILLER

Will Cure Cramps, Colic, Cholera-
Morbus and all Bowel Complaints.
PRICE, 25¢., 50c., and $1.00 A BOTTLE.

MANHOOD

ﬁlnnmd togn
W,

Hendacho, Wekeluiness,
ness,nll dralog and loss of lpnvmr In Gensrative Organs of
by averexertion, youthfal e

to Infirmity, C
1 per box, @ for

ulanta, which le
vent pocket.
SArive a written

rufslntn. Ask for 1L, tnke
Inplainwrapper. Addross

™
e sile tn Napoleon, O..by D, J. HUMPHREY, Druggist.

RESTORED! iy ey
s dlnonses. wuoh & FoAk Mooy Look of Bralk
ryous dl " 3 o
t Manhood, Nigh u’;ﬁu:mu. «rroug
olther sexenn
excassivo nse of tobaces, oplum or slims=
sumption or InnnnhCnn e earriod I
+ by mall prepald. th o 85 order

arnntee Lo o or refand the money. Bold by
] Ro ot Wr&:n for frea Medion BE:II sent seale

T,
ERVESEED CO., Masonle Temple,

RUIT
ARMS

I WASHINGTON.

“TEN ACRES ENOUGH.”

Apples, Pears, Peachen, Fluma, Gr Blrawb
Fox of e mr!m&r. uﬁ:'n, Color and Blxe.
and oleat busiposs, and Epec!

varletien of Berries of Ba
Ralsing frult las ne
of r bot not heavy character,

further information, Address ¥, I, WHITREY, G. P. & T. A , G. N. Ry, St, Paul, Mion.

Blackberiles, Currants, Cberrles, and al
tally adapted to persons who nesd outdoor labot
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